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Our Grandfather frequently took us to a village with
the peculiar name of "Sawpits"—-now Port-Chester.
We also went very frequently to New Rochelle, the
home of the Huguenot colony. The Church at New
Rochelle was a square stone building, with a roof run-
ning up to a point—as plain as possible without and
within, Most of the Huguenot families, like the De
Lanceys, united with the Church of England; those who
settled at New Rochelle were very devout; on Sunday
mornings they used to go down to the shore of the Sound,
and turning their faces Eastward, waft their prayers
across the Atlantic towards the coast of France, whence
Louis XIV, had driven them by his "Dragonnades."
They would also rise very early—in the night, I think—-
and set out in parties to walk to the French Church in
New York to attend the regular services there,
Our Grandfather De Lancey must have been a charm-
ing companion—he was very amusing with his grand-
children, and told us many pleasant things, as he drove
us about in his gig and farm-waggon. One immensely
fat old farmer of Huguenot stock, named Cornel, he
pointed out to me: "They say the old man has swallowed
the hen and all her chickens; do you think that can be
true, Susie?' A fine litter of young pigs appeared by the
roadside; "Count them, Susie,'5—There were ten.—
"Do you see that fat little rogue, the last one? if he had
been born in England that pig would have gone to the
clergyman! Every tenth pig and tenth chicken belongs
to the clergyman, in England!" Such was my first lesson
on titties. And my dear Grandfather soon commenced my
botanical education—being the eldest of the little troop,
I often drove with him, in the gig, about his farms and
into his woods, and it was my duty to jump out and open

